THE DISTRACTED PREACHER

her walk and partly from agitation, as she stood close
to the wall, not In such complete darkness but that
he could discern against its whitewashed surface the
greatcoat, breeches, and broad hat which covered her.

6 "Lizzy, all this is very wrong"/ he said. { Don't
you remember the lesson of the tribute - money ?'
" Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar's."
Surely you have heard that read times enough in your
growing up ?'

6 He's dead,' she pouted.

4 But the spirit of the text is in force just the same.'

* My father did it, and so did my grandfather, and
almost everybody in Nether-Moynton lives by it, and
life would be so dull if it wasn't for that, that I should
not care to live at all/

*I am nothing to live for, of course/ he replied
bitterly. * You would not think it worth while to give
up this wild business and live for me alone ?'

* I have never looked at it like that/

* And you won't promise and wait till I am ready ?'
' I cannot give you my word to-night/    And, look-
ing thought fully down, she gradually moved and moved
away, going into the adjoining" room, and closing the
door between them.    She remained there in the dark
till he was tired of waiting; and had gone up to his
own chamber.

Poor Stockdale was dreadfully depressed all the
next day by the discoveries of the night before. Lizzy
was unmistakably a fascinating young' woman, but as
a minister's wife she was hardly to be contemplated.
* If I had only stuck to father's little grocery business,
instead of going in for the ministry, she would have
suited me beautifully!' he said sadly, until he remem-
bered that in that case he would never have come
from his distant home to Nether-Moynton, and never
have known her.

The estrangement between them was not complete,
but it was sufficient to keep them out of each other's
company. Once during the day he met her in the

'